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"BLESS THOU THE GUNS."
Hid In enrth's caverns deep.
In the cold ores asleep.
Or In the lliihtnlmr'H thrall,
rorra waits fur Freedom's rsill '

Out of thy mountains ohl
Thou mivSt the Iron we mold.
And the stern tempered steel
Tollbert) we seal,
M.iv c thv iflfts of might
INe well to sen i' the right:
And may our righteous wrath
l.ciiic clear for ieace u ).ith

Hless thou the guns'

Not worn with ancient hale
We the llr- -t shock iiwall:
Not that our Saxon kin
Ii mined the Armad.i In.

Hut that thy word m
empty prophecy:

That faith mav rise, restored
Hy thunienglngsword.
We out of peaceful ways
Turn to the power that slats.
Out of the liattle's flame
I.onl. bring us fni- - from blame

Hless thou the guns'

Ijird, at our l cry door.
Heath clutches tit thy ir.
And stricken liberty
Italses her hand to thee.
Iord, 'tis our task to do
If thine own word lie true:
Thou whothostars has blent
In the Han's llrmament
Thou who to Freedom's hand
(lay'st the new Western Ian '
Thou who didst Israel lead
Forth, free of l'haroah's greed.

Bless thou the guns'
-- Meredith Nicholson In Indianapolis Journal.

IT ALL DEPENDS.
A patriotic veteran, whocniirliniens well as

Hull t. sent us this from llaconton:
"I'm reaily, I'm ready to shoulder my gun

Don't keerwhnt the llghlln' is for.
If the guv'ment '11 glie me a leg for the one

The one It shot on In the war'
(Hooroar')

For the lei It shot off In the war'"
-- Atlanta Constition.

DIXIE FOR DEWEY.

Xo. 17.

Oh. le Spaniards blow, en brair. en bluster.
'Twell Dewey come, and jerked his duster.

Kn awav
D.il da)

Went de Spanish ships forever'

De's some folks tell him. ' Walt 'twell
Mnndai

Hut he knocked 'cm all six ways for Sund. '

Hu nwai.
Dat da)

Went dp Spanish ships foreier'
Oh. Dewe) come, and he crops up quiet.
Den fun loose in a mighty riot.

Kn away.
D.it day

Went de Spanish ships furrier '

He tol "em all dat he Imiin' lergit
knowed whut the del II hit em'

I'm away
(Iloonii ')

Went the spmlsh ships foreier'
Atlanta Constitution.

ON THE EVE OF WAR.

O. (lod of Hatlles. who art still
The (lod of Hip Love, the Ood of Itest.

SuIhIup thy lieoples Hery will.
And nuell the passions In their breast'

Itefore we bathe our hands in blood
We lift them to thi Holy Hood.

The waiting nations hold their breath
To catch the dreadful battle-cr- y

And In the silence as of death
The fateful hours go softly by.

O. hear the people where they pray,
And shriie our souls before thei frai '

Heron the sun of w.ice shall set.
We kneel apart a solemn while:

l'ity the eves with sorrow wet.
Hut pity most the lips that smile.

The night comes fast we hear afar
The having of the unites or war.

Not llghtl). O. not lightly. Lord.
Let this our aw rul task tiegln:

Speak from thy throne a warning word

Aboie the nngr) factions" din.
If this 1h- - thy Most Holi will.
He with lis still -- lie with us still:

Danske Damlrldge. in the Independent.


